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HE outer skin of your motor car’s 

body is of sheet steel or aluminum, 

shaped and cut to exact contours by 
massive presses of tremendous power. 


This use of metal in large quantity body 
production has been made possible 
through modern methods, devised, per- 
fected and first used in Fisher Body 


Corporation shops. 


Fisher Bodies 


open, closed and conver- 
tible, are built in wide 
variety to the order of such 
discriminating manufac- 
turers as Buick, Cadillac, 
Chalmers, Chandler, Ford, 
Hudson and Maxwell, and 
can be bought only as 
parts of completed motor 
cars. 


These bodies have shown 
their ability to equal or 
surpass in service-giving 
durability the respective 
chassis on which they are 
mounted. 


Because they have proven 
this ability, Fisher Bodies 
have made their manufac- 
turer the world’s greatest 
builder of motor car bodies. 
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What Fools These Mortals Be! 


To THE EDITOR OF PUCK: 

Dear Sir—I would suggest that you devote your editorial page to a 
discussion of the vital things of life rather than fritter away your energy 
and waste white paper on the foolish, ever-changing problems of politics 
and the trivial matters that turn up every day. 

The average editorial page makes me tired. 
has great possibilities. Hence this advice. 


WE thank you. We thank you not alone for this advice but also for 
having clung to Puck for twenty years. Such patience! 


I like Puck and think it 


A 20-YEAR READER. 


The vital things of life. Ah, yes! We suppose you mean such things 
as money, food, health, woman—perhaps woman should come first— 
moving pictures, kissing, etc. The 
war is pretty vital just now but 
we suppose you exclude it. Well, 
just to oblige you, let’s devote a 
page to these matters. 


Oh, woman! That exclamation 
practically exhausts the subject. 
Many volumes have been written 
about the fair sex, wars have been 
fought on her account and men 
have discussed her for countless 
centuries. The upshot of it all 
hag ever been—“‘Oh, woman!” 
Heaven knows that the subject is 
vital enough but the longer you 
think about it and the harder 
you try to reach some satisfactory 
conclusion, the dizzier you get. 
Whether she be a ministering 
angel or a capricious pest, a rav- 
ing beauty or just a homely little 
bundle of femininity, a Portia or a 
“Say, youse—” a bustling house- 
wife or a prima donna—you may 
write ‘about her until the cows 
come home but you wiil never get 
any further than “Oh, woman!” 
Whether she was created for the 
reward or for the punishment of 
men is a mooted question. If we 
made any flat-footed statement on 
the subject we would doubtlessly 
be wrong. We admit she is vita]. 
But, beyond that—Oh, woman! 


AVING exhausted the most 
vital subject let us turn to 
what is probably next in impor- 
tance— viz. money. Men differ 
greatly in their selections of names 
for it; e. g., spondulix, kale, mezu- 
meh, cush, tin, dough, etc., but are 
curiously unanimous in their eager- 
ness to collect it. It does not bring 
happiness but this phase of it is 
more apparent to the man who cor- 
tals it than to the man who parts 





“GEE, \THERE Gores My Gum!” 
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with it. The supply is always ample: it is the distribution that pinches. 
Theoretically it has no connection whatever with that other vital thing of 
life, viz. woman. But practically—oh dear! 


Of course the really most vital thing is food, because without food there 
couldn’t be any vitality. Human beings are born with a full knowledge 
of food values. After their first year, however, they begin to lose all their 
knowledge and crave for the things that do them the least good. From 
that time onward they assiduously cultivate profound ignorance upon the 
subject. Hence we have doctors. Good food, however, comes high and 
there is where we bump into that other vital thing, i. e., money. 


OME to think of it, however, is anything excepting food vital 
in itself or do we only think it is vital when we crave it? When we 
were young baseball seemed the 
most vital thing of life. But we 
have changed. Likewise, a man 
with a severe attack of indigestion 
or one whose wife has eloped with 
the plumber is apt to think ‘that 
woman is sadly overrated in the 
scheme of things. The man with 
indigestion is likely to consider 
bi-carbonate of soda as more vital 
than democracy. 


Philosophy, Josh Billings used to 
say, is a grand thing when the 
gout’s in the other fellow’s toe. 
What’s vital to you may not be 
vital to us. It may not even inter- 
est us. Frankly, we don’t think 
much of your idea of philosophiz- 
ing on the vital things of life. The 
more we ponder over them the 
less, we realize, we know about 
them. 


When a man’s twenty the most 
vital thing is love; at forty it’s 
ambition; at sixty it’s health. 
They all cost money. Heat and 
light, we all admit, are dreadfully 
vital but they are also dreadfully 
expensive. Probably the most 
vital thing in the world to-day 
is the task of suppressing the 
Kaiser. But even that will cost 
money. 


Kissing, to be sure, is free and 
also vital. But as we contemplate 
all the other vital things of life we 
seem to come back, again and 
again, to money—cush, tin, kale, 
etc. And inasmuch as it is not 
deemed proper to glcrify money 
as one of the most vital things of 
life, would it not be better, Oh, 
20-year Reader! to avoid compli- 
cations and stick to editorializing 
on what Congress is doing? 
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But As I TurNnep My Footsteps Home 


A War Cius LANDED ON My Dome 


The Troglodyte Wooing 


By 


| SAW a Lady Troglodyte whose coat of hair was fine and light, 
Her nose was nobly broad and flat, her locks were nicely matted. 
I saw her—and I couldn’t eat my normal share of mammoth meat 
I barely gulped ten pounds or so, and that was richly fatted; 

Within my chest there was a lump that started in to throb and thump 
Whenever I might think of her, so frail and sweet and slender, 

That though she struck her hardest biff it wouldn’t knock a fellow stiff 
And so I sat and dreamed of her with feelings soft and tender. 


I should have tapped her with my club instead of which I proved a dub 
And only threw a rock or two—she dodged them very neatly— 
And when, by way of repartee, she heaved at me a lump of clay 
And gently mashed my nose for me, I worshipped her completely. 
She seemed so young and small and fair—I should have grabbed her 
by the hair, 
And swiftly dragged her to my lair, a lover bold and dashful, 
But though I know that was the game and though she set me all aflame 
I didn’t have the proper nerve, I seemed to be too bashful. 


Next day I sought her father’s cave—for love had made me bold and 
brave— 
Her father met me just outside, his battle-club was ready, 

He gavea most terrific shout, ‘“* Vamoose!”’ he bellowed,** Fade! Get Out! 
“For 1 have picked another guy to be my daughter’s steady.” 
He looked uncommon stern and grim, I didn’t stay to talk with him, 

I merely picked a knobby rock and bounced it off his beezer, 
“With you,” I said, “I will not brawl, for you’re her father, after all, 
But I will hop that other lad if he attempts to seize her.”’ 


Just as I went away from there a rock came whizzing through the air, 
It missed me by an inch or two, another one came after, 
I turned, and I was thrilled to see that she herself had thrown at me, 
She cast those rocks coquettishly, I heard her girlish aughter! 
But after I got home again, I fretted every minute when 
I thought about the other chap. I worried, for a fact, till 
I couldn’t hunt the Dinosaur or Pleosaurus, as of yore, 
Nor chase the Stegosaurus or attack the Pterodactyl. 


I often thought, “I wonder if she throws things at that lucky stiff, 
‘The one her husky dad has picked to be a husband for her, 


Berton 


Braley 


“‘T wonder if with smiling mien she raps him gaily on the bean 
‘The dainty way she did with me—which caused me to adore her?” 

I couldn’t bear the thought of it, it made my molars gnash and grit, 
Said I, “I'll find that other guy, it’s fierce the way I hate him. 

If he goes out to cop that frail he’ll find me right upon his trail, 
I will not say a word to him, I’ll just eliminate him.” 


I found him just without her place, an “ I’m-the-Guy ”’ look on his face, 
I saw him grab her by the hair with tenderness and passion, 

So then I gave a mighty yell and. on his shaggy bulk I fell, 
We fought with club and tooth and nail in proper caveman fashion; 

Her father joined in on the fray—I had to bean him, right away, 
I did it very lightly, that was all that I could grant him— 

And then I took the other chap and spread him all around the map. 
They had to hunt the pieces when they started in to plant him. 


So, having won this gorgeous fight, I seized the Lady Troglodyte, 
And started in to take her to my native tribal borders; 

“T love you madly, dear,” I cried, as by the hair I dragged my bride, 
According to convention in our highest social orders. 

But as I turned my footsteps home a war club landed on my dome. 
The pleasant sunshine disappeared and all grew dark and shady, 

When I came to I gasped to see that she was bending over me, 
She said, “I’ve got a wallop, though I am a Perfect Lady!” 


And then she whispered, “Are you hurt?” and wiped away the blood 
and dirt, 
And put her mouth against my mouth, I found it very pleasant, 
But why she fought so hard and strong and laid me out—then came 
along, 
I couldn’t understand it then, nor can I at the present. 
Just now she has a little cub that cannot even swing a club; 
She’s never wanted pets before, I don’t think much of this one, 
She says the thing is also mine, but when I hear it cry and whine, 
I swear if that’s a Cave Man’s cub I willingly would miss one. 


Why surely any cub I had would be as husky as his dad; 
A cub to fight with mammoths and a credit to a brave man— 

Aha, he has my finger now! He is a mighty cub, I vow 

I knew my cub was certain to be worthy of a Cave Man! 












Does Billie Burke wear red 
flannel petticoats ? 














Mr. Drew DOES dress for 
dinner ! 








AM dreadfully worried about 

my favorite actors and ac- 

tresses. This awful war that 
crowds the delightful ‘ Footlight 
Gossip,” ‘‘Green Room Chat” 
and “‘ Whisperings from the Wings” 
out of the daily papers, is re- 
sponsible for a tremendous amount 
of my annoyance. I cannot reply 
adequately, or with any proper 
spirit, to my usual letters from 
the tried and trusted friend ‘‘Constant Reader’ who plies me with ques- 
tions about OUR favorites. To-day, it is necessary to investigate, in 
order to answer the queries that are launched in my direction. 

For instance, I have been requested to say whether or not John Drew 
dresses for dinner. My first natural impulse was to assert rather in- 
dignantly that of course he did, because he looks as though he not only 
dressed for dinner, but for breakfast as well. I resisted that impulse, be- 
cause it would be manifestly unfair to many worthy actors who do NOT 
dress for dinner, and to some others who rarely dine at all. I had to make 
careful investigations. 

As a result thereof, I am enabled to say that Mr. Drew DOES dress 
for dinner, and believes thoroughly in so doing. As he is such a favorite, 
the public is entitled to know this, because we have it on excellent authority 
that dressing for dinner is responsible for 
longevity, due to excellent digestion. Every 
theater-goer will be glad to know, as he watches 
Mr. Drew in his latest johndrew rdle, that the 
actor is there after a comfortable dinner, en- 
joyed in a neatly made Tuxedo. 

That was comparatively easy. I felt dread- 
fully embarrassed when a dear little girl of my 
acquaintance asked me point blank if it was 
true that Billie Burke always wore red flannel 
petticoats. I have seen Miss Burke in the 
most diaphanous brand of evening dress, as 
décolleté as evening dress could be to be dress 
at all. Of course, I hoped that she wore red 
flannel petticoats, but how could I say? It 
seemed awful to ask Mr. Ziegfeld, her husband. 
He might take the query to heart, and squelch 
me. Yet a thousand good girls would love to 
know the answer. I had to ask my stenographer, 
who meets Mr. Ziegfeld’s stenographer at lunch- 
eon, to interview Miss Burke’s maid, and settle 
the question. Unfortunately, Miss Burke’s maid 
refused to give away the secrets of the boudoir, 
and contented herself with insisting that Billie was 
wedded to her art, and to Mr. Ziegfeld, and that 
nothing else mattered. Wasn’t it unsatisfactory? 
Two years ago, the question could have been 
settled in the column headed “ Footlight Gossip.” 











Sarah Bernhardt never TOUCHES prunes at breakfast. 


Some Secrets That I Know 
By Aan DALE 





Nazimova makes delicious / 





They say on Broadway that 
Madame Nazimova makes de- 
lightful fudge of both the chocolate 
and vanilla flavors, and I blame 
myself for not being able to affirm 
the rumor.’ I met Madame Na- 
zimova, and had every opportunity 
to put the question to her. She . 
talked about her work here and in Russia, about Ibsen, and even about 
Shakespeare. All the time I was listening to her, I was trying to find 
courage to ask her about the fudge rumor, and I really couldn’t! Oh, I 
blame myself. I am a weak fool, easily abashed and intimidated. If I 
were dishonest, instead of being so disgustingly honest, I should say 
unhesitatingly that Nazimova makes very delicious fudge—somehow or 
other, I feel that she does—but I saw her, and never asked. 

One can discover nothing, absolutely nothing, from “‘Whisperings from 
the Wings.” The fact that the French captured Hill No. 789, or some 
such territory, crowds out everything really enjoyable. 

However, I think I can deny the circulated story that Miss Ethel 
Barrymore sinokes black cigars. I know Miss Barrymore. If she smoked 
big cigars, I am quite sure that she would say so, as she is so frank. Yes, 
she does smoke cigarettes, as girls will, you know, privately and not 
publicly. I havé met her very often here and in London, and never once 
did she smoke either a cigar or a clay pipe. That I can affirm positively. 
If I had seen her puffing at a clay pipe I should 
probably remember it, because I really have a 
remarkable memory. 

I had to journey to Long Beach to discover 
the truth of the report that Madame Sarah 
Bernhardt never TOUCHES prunes at break- 
fast. Sarah has all sorts of press agents, and 
secretaries, but to-day, owing to the war, there 
is little publicity for poor actresses. Personally 
I inclined to the belief that Bernhardt, being a 
thorough artist, must loathe anything as in- 
artistic as prunes, but facts and not beliefs 
are expected from me. Thank goodness, I 
can settle the question. My belief was correct. 
The Divine Sarah partakes each morn of coffee 
and toast. They told me that at her hotel. 
They were rather brusque about it, and a bit 

















suspicious. I did not ask right out: “‘ Does 
she eat prunes?’”’ It seemed such a delicate 
question. But when the information was 


vouchsafed that she orders nothing but coffee 
and toast for breakfast, that was proof positive 
that she does NOT crave for prunes. Was it 
not? Qh, surely. 

I worked very hard on that other matter— 
—really a very important one: Did Miss 
Blanche Bates buy several dollars’ worth of 
Liberty Bonds? (Continued on page 24) 



































If Dreams Only Came True! 














**HeE’s FROM CAESARIA.” 


Entirely Among Friends 


By Bruno Lessing 


HIS is really no story at all. I merely desire to introduce ‘my friend 
Mazoonian. He deals in antiques. He says he is a friend of mine 
and I take his word for it. He has fine brown eyes. 

The ways of the Orientals are not our ways. I do not say that they 
are worse ways than ours or better ways—they are merely different. 
The longer I know Mazoonian the vaster and more unbridgeable does the 
difference seem. Nor is it easy for the occidental mind to understand 
the oriental way. When things grow darkest and you begin to think 
of calling the police, the oriental will smile and his eyes will sparkle and 
he will tell you he is your best friend. They all have wonderful smiles 
and wonderful eyes. 

I first saw Mazoonian in his shop in one of the lower Thirtieth streets. 
A simple-looking blue plate in the window had arrested my attention and 
I entered the shop to ask its price. I never can forget the interior of that 
shop. Its wonderful tapestries, rare old altar cloths, pottery and carv- 
ings—masterpieces of mediaeval handicraft in countless forms—and 
everything in that beautiful coloring that only the centuries can produce 
were displayed with exquisite taste. In a tapestried chair in which Charle- 
magne might have sat, lolled Mazoonian. He did not rise. He told me 
afterward that most of his customers were rich and that he made it a point 
to show his independence. I asked the price of the blue plate. In a richly- 
modulated voice with only the faintest trace of foreign accent, he replied, 
Six hundred and eighty dollars!” 

I gasped, swallowed hard, murmured my thanks and went out. I took 
another look at the blue plate. Of course it now looked better than before. 
Very likely one of the Doges of Venice had owned it. 

Shortly afterward, at one of those public banquets where the guests 
are all strangers to one another and have nothing in common except- 
ing that they paid five dollars to hear someone make a speech, I found 
myself sitting next to Mazoonian. I told him that I had recently been 
in his store but he said that he did not remember me. He asked me if I 
knew any Orientals. 

“Only a Turkish rug dealer by the name of Zoorig,” I replied. 

“T know him well,” said Mazoonian. “He isn’t a Turk. He’s an Arme- 
nian. He’s a terrible crook!” 

“T don’t know him at all well,” I explained. Mazoonian leaned toward 
me and whispered in my ear. 





“Don’t have anything to do with those Orientals. They’re mostly 
crooks. That fellow Zoorig is the worst of the lot. Are you in business?” 

I told him I was merely a newspaper reporter. He said, “Oh!” and 
lapsed into a long silence. Then he said: 

“Well, maybe, you can write something in your paper about me. I 
have wonderful things in my store.” 

‘But your prices are so terribly high,” I remarked. 

“That is only for the public,” he said. ‘‘Not for my friends. My friends 
can have anything they want at their own price.” 

As he spoke he laid his hand affectionately upon my shoulder and I 
felt that I was included among his friends. He invited me to come to 
his store and look at some wonderful antiques which he had collected and 
which he would not sell even to his own brother. 

I went to his store shortly afterward, spent a delightful hour and was 
invited to call again. After that I fell into the habit of dropping into his 
place whenever I happened to be in the neighborhood. 

Gradually I learned the history of every piece in his possession. Anti- 
quarians like Mazoonian are born, not made. His knowledge of the art- 
craft of bygone centuries, it is true, could easily be acquired, but his 
taste, his insight into the inner meaning of the gems he possessed and his 
genuine fondness for almost every piece in his collection were all part of 
the man. He would fondle a sang-de-boeuf jar or caress a purple vestment 
as tenderly as a woman could handle a baby. He told me it always hurt 
him to make a sale. 

One day he invited me to luncheon at an expensive restaurant. He 
wanted me to meet some of his friends. I was introduced to half a dozen 
Orientals all of whom had fine eyes and most engaging manners. As I 
remember them, one was a cigarette manufacturer, one an antiquarian 
and the others rug dealers. One of the rug dealers—his name was Almajian 
—slapped my host upon the back and said to me, 

“We Orientals are all proud of Mazoonian. 
of our race.” 

Mazoonian smiled and said, 

“Almajian is a great flatterer. The Almajians are famous in Turkey 
for their politeness.” 

When all were engaged in conversation I whispered to Mazoonian, 

“Ts Mr. Almajian a Turk?” He shook his head and whispered in my ear, 


He represents the best 























































































“He’s from Caesaria.’”’ After lunch Almajian walked 
part of the way with me. 

“How on earth did you ever meet Mazoonian?”’ he 
asked. 

I told him and he shook his head sadly. 

“Take my advice,” said he, “and keep away from those 
Orientals. Mazoonian is a dangerous character.” 

Never having heard of Caesaria I took the trouble to 
look it up in the encyclopaedia. I learned that it had 
been a flourishing colony in Roman days and that Peter 
had converted the first Gentile there but that, to-day, 
nothing but a village remained to mark the site. So, next 
time I met Mazoonian, I asked him whether Almajian 
came from that village. He placed his hand on my 
shoulder and gazed earnestly into my face. 

“In my country,” said he, ‘“‘when we say a man is from 
Caesaria we mean that he is a dirty crook.” 

Ah, well! I moved into a new apartment. I bought all 
its furnishings from an artist who had occupied the place. 
He said he also had a rug for the living-room but that he 
had sent it to the cleaner a week before. I could have it 
for fifty dollars. As I had already spent enough money 
I declined his offer. The rug could wait until some future 
day. I brought Mazoonian to look at my new place. He 
told me he-had a rare blue cushion that would look stun- 
ning in my living-room. He would tell me what he would do. I could 
give him any little piece of bric-a-brac in the room—that yellow vase, 
for instance—and he would give me the cushion in exchange. I brought 
the vase to his place the next day and he gave me a really fine-looking 
embroidered cushion. 

“That cushion is three hundred years old,” he said. “I paid nine 
hundred dollars for it.’”” I was greatly impressed. A few days later, I 
dropped into his shop and saw my yellow vase in a conspicuous place on 
a shelf. Mazoonian was out but another Oriental whom [I had never 
seen before seemed to come out from behind a lamp or something brassy 
and took the vase down to show me. 

He explained that it was four hundred years old. The price was twelve 
hundred dollars. It had once belonged to the Medici family. There was 
not another like it in America although a similar vase, somewhat inferior, 
was in the Vatican. 

Ah, well! Mazoonian invited me out in his automobile, one day. We 
went for a long ride through Westchester county and during it all he told 
me fascinating stories of wonderful pieces of antique art that he had 
acquired in rather sensational fashion. He suddenly stopped the car, got 





“‘He’s}4 TERRIBLE CROOK.” 





**He Has Come Down From E1cutr Hunprep anv Firry DoLiars To 


Turee Hunprep. Take It.” 
out and walked into the woods. After half an hour I asked the chauffeur 
if he had any idea where Mazoonian had gone. He shrugged his shoulders. 

“Search me,” he said. “He’s often like that. He’ll come back all right.” 
After another half hour, however, I became worried out and went into 
the woods to look for him. He had not gone more than twenty feet from 
the road. He was lying under a tree fast asleep. 

“T didn’t sleep well last night,” he said. I tried to explain that it was 
rather an odd thing that he had done. He gazed at me long and seriously 
and then he took a photograph of a man from his pocket and held it out 
to me. ; 

“That man,” he said, impressively, “once swindled me out of fifteen 
thousand dollars.” 

Ah, well! I came to the conclusion that I must have a rug for the 
living-room and spoke to Mazoonian about it. 

“Tt’s a good thing you asked me,” he said. “If you went to any of 
those Orientals they would swindle you. I don’t deal in rugs myself 
but I’ll look around and see if I can find one for you. They can’t 
swindle me.” 

It was perhaps a week later when he told me he had found exactly the rug 
I wanted. It was in the possession of a rug dealer by the name of Jelarian. 
He was from Caesaria. Whatever I did I must not open my mouth. Leave 
the bargaining to him. He took me to Jelarian’s place. Jelarian was the 
most impressive-looking Oriental I have ever seen. He looked as if he had 
just stepped out of the Arabian Nights. 

He greeted Mazoonian somewhat stiffly and brought out the rug. It was 
really a fine-looking rug and I decided immediately that, if necessary, I 
would stretch a point to acquire it. The two of them then talked Turkish 
or Armenian or some other Oriental language. Then Mazoonian turned 
to me. 

“He has come down from eight hundred and fifty dollars to three hun- 
dred. Take it.” 

I had not intended to pay more than one hundred and fifty at the most. 

“Tt’s a little more than I——”’ I began but Mazoonian, with a careless 
gesture, interrupted. 

“Take it. I send him a check and you pay me at your convenience.” 

Could a man ask more than that? I took the rug. It looks magnifi- 
cently expensive in my living-room. It took me two months to pay Mazoo- 
nian but he kept urging me to take my time. When I made the last 
payment I met a rather familiar-looking Oriental in Mazoonian’s shop. 

It was Zoorig. He walked home with me and asked me how I had ever 
become acquainted with Mazoonian. I told him about the rug. 

“T suppose,”’ said Zoorig, “he took you to his*brother’s place.” 

“Oh, no,” said I. “I bought it of Jelarian.”’ 

Zoorig nodded. 

“That’s his brother,” said he. ‘“They both ought to be hung.”’ 

Ah, well! A few days later a package came to my apartment addressed 
to the former tenant. I telephoned to him and he said he would call for 
it. As soon as he dropped in, 

“Hello,” he said. “I see you got my old rug after all.” 

I felt a sudden misgiving. Don’t you know how it is when you feel 
that you are about to get a good, hard jolt? (Continued on page 23) 
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From the Diary of Hezekiah Simms 
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1—July 20—King’s daughter saved life. Have made a mash. 


= aw a 





6—July 22—She thinks she’s eloping. Wants to know if yellow 
from Paris. is stylish color. 





te _——_ 





5—July 21—Told King’s daughter about the latest styles 


















| 
| | | 
Dentcensecsemen — —_—_— ——— L. 


7—August 5— Landed in ’Frisco. Blew King’s daughter off to outfit. 8—August 10—Home agaiu. She’s going to cook for us. 
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The Clown of Company A 





UT on Long Island 
Where the soldiers are. 
I saw him first. 
And wondered. 
Why they let him in. 
He was so fat. 
I laughed. 
Right in his face. 
And he laughed back. 
And after that. 
I watched him. 
As he went about. 
| And heard his fellows. 
Call him ‘‘Fat.”’ 
| And kid him. 
| And then look at me. 








And wink. 


“Fat” smiled. 


And didn’t mind. 
And went his way. 
And I knew then. 


That “Fat.” 

Had been picked out. 
To be the clown. 

Of Company “A.” 


That night. 

I slept upon a cot. 
Within the camp. 
And in my sleep. 











And all the time. | 


pour eR DE Manes 


By K. C. B. 


I came upon a battlefield. 
“Somewhere in France.” 
And in the dusk. 

Of early morn. 

A shaded line. 

Turned to atrench. 

And moving things. 
Turned into men. 

Who climbed the top.’ 
To “No Man’s Land.” 
And “Fat” was there. 

I saw him climb. 

And heard him grunt. 
And watched him. 
Make his heavy way. 
And then I saw. 

His captain fall. 

And “Fat” bend down. 








And pick him up. 


And stand erect. 


And carry him. 
And then go down. 


All in a heap. 


With just a little crimson stain. 
Upon his brow. 


* 


* 













And then I woke. 


And outside 


In the breaking day. 
Through blinking eves. 


I saw the form. 
Ol Fat.” 


And heard his tread. 
As he walked guard. 
To where we slept. 


* * 


And later. 


When the sun was high. 

I heard a comrade kidding. 
And saw him laugh. 

And I looked on. 

And didn’t smile. 
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By James Montcomery FLacc 


“Leave Behind Him 
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The News in:Rhyme 


Verses by Berton BRALEyY 


Each day we learn more facts about 
The German spy embroglio, 

As Lansing draws the papers out 
From that fat state portfolio. 

We hear of plots in carload lots 
In Sweden and Rumania 

In Mexico and Borneo 
And Maine and Pennsylvania. 


The Kaiser’s agents filled the mail 

With codes and ciphers cuneiform 
They couldn’t leave a plainer trail 

If they were all in uniform; 
In “‘Very Secret”? messages 

They wrote their plans, or cabled them, 
So that we made them out with ease 

So clearly had they labeled them. 





Herb Hoover warned the business men 
That Profiteers must drop it ail, 

Or else bring on the moment when 
The people rise and stop it all. 

He dared to state that some folks ate 
Too much of candy verily! 

We'll risk a chance that débutantes 
Will go on munching merrily. 





Steel prices suffered quite a slash 
By state decree imperious. 

The Sox and Giants soon will clash 
In battle for ‘“‘the Serious.” 


Our country needs three billions more 
To help to fight autocracy; 

So buy a bond—or three, or four, 
lo boost the World Democrac \ ! 


In Gotham Mitchel just got by 

\s Fusion’s choice, and presently 
\ recount may set things awry 

\ned mix the fight unplea 
Wen «) strike 


TY oom meet reprete 


Drawings by MERLE JOHNSON 











Behind a terrible barrage 
The English made a gain again. 
Our ships now practice camouflage 
And U-boat sinkings wane again. 
We hear all sorts of Russian dope 
But don’t know what to take of it. 
The Kaiser’s answer to the Pope 
Means—anything you make of it! 


The papers still are all athrill 
About the ‘‘Great King Mystery;” 
The Bingham case, too, holds a place 
Amid our current history; 
These widows both raised quite a stir 
Though dead and far from garrulous, 
But take it from this chronicler, 
A live one’s far more perilous. 





























Ballads that Touch the Heart 
By Wi.iiam F. Kirk 


“THEM Days or Knicuts WE'LL SEE No 


Il. 


“Made In Germany!” 


Knives and forks, and pots and pails 
“* Made in Germany!” 
Chairs and tables, hammers, nails 
“Made in Germany!” 
Cups and saucers, collars, ties 
Boots and shoes, and hooks and eyes, 
Pins and needles, special dyes 
Made in Germany! 


Pens and pencil arpels, ruge 


Made in German 
(locks and watches 


physics, rugs 


Made in Crermar 
( aonbs and brehes P 
silk reel tin ee nf of 





More!” 


‘Twas in a country village in the swellest house in town, 
The ladies of the Ladies’ Aid had brought their sewing down. 
While sewing they were knocking in a friendly sort of way, 
And many an absent member felt her burning ears that day. 
But louder, when they spoke of men, the Anvil Chorus grew, 
And all did sigh for days gone by, when married gents were true. 
“Where are them dear old knights of old?"’ one lady loud did cry, 
And Mrs. Freeze, the iceman’'s wife, did coldly then reply 
REFRAIN: 
“Them days of knights we'll see no more, 
They've vanished from the scene. 
We'll never know no Ivanhoe 
Or Richard Cur de Lean. 
The men all dream of gold to-day 
And not the battle’s roar 
Them days of knights has passed away, 
4nd won't come back no more!” 


A hush fell o'er the gathering. They sat there stunned and crushed— 

The only time on record that a Ladies’ Aid was hushed. 

They felt that Mrs. Freeze was right and one of them allowed, 

She couldn't think of one tall knight in all their married crowd. 

Imagine how a lady feels, picture her doubt and dread 

When ali her girlhood’s dear ideals are walloped on the head! 

How cold and desolate seemed Life, how futile and how gray, 

When Mrs. Freeze, the iceman’s wife, that tearful truth did say: 
REFRAIN: 

“Them days of knights we'll see no more,” el 
























Weeping, wailing, gasps and moans 
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Sighing, crying, shricks and groars 
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Rumors 


UMORS are an ever-present refutation of 

the theory that you can’t make something 
out of nothing. A single German propagandist 
can manufacture out of thin air a rumor that 
an American warship has been sunk by a U-boat, 
and as a result of this rumor, several American 
mothers spend a number of agonized nights, 
coal goes up a dollar a ton, wheat is squeezed up 
several cents, the stock market stumbles se- 
verely and wipes out the margin of a few dozen 
little speculators who need the money badly, and 
Congress begins to shy at its own shadow and 
hold up the passage of important bills while i 
displays its nervousness. Rumors are usually 
wrong. Either they exaggerate wildly, or under- 
estimate with excessive vigor. 

The drawing-room rumor is the best example 
of this. When Emma Smith becomes engaged to 
Edward Jones, friendly rumer has it that Ed 
ward is a descendant of the celebrated Old Man 
Jones who once loaned seven dollars to William 
the Conqueror, that he is a business phenomenon 
and receives a salary of $10,000 per year, that 
he is the sole heir of his Uncle Ezra, who is the 
president of the Consolidated Birdcage Com 
pany, and that he will be worth $7,000,000 when 
Uncle Ezra cashes in. 

Unfriendly rumor, on the other hand, has it 
that Edward’s father was caught stealing 
chickens, that Edward himself can’t hold a joo 
longer than four weeks at a time, and that he is 
marrying Emma to get the $225 that she is 


known to have in the Main Street National 
Bank. The truth of the matter is that Edward’s 
father and grandfather were reliable book 


keepers, that Edward is comfortably started 
with a salary of $1,800, and that he hasn’t any 
Uncle Ezra. The safest course to pursue in 
regard to any rumor is to cut it in half and then 
multiply the result by two. 


An Economist 


Around her waist my strong right arm 
With neat dispatch was placed. 

In times like these I feel alarm 
To see a useless waste. 


It might help to conserve the meat supply 
if we could raise a generation or two of veg 
etarian dogs and cats. “Cat meat” and “dog 
meat” seem terms inconsistent with conserva- 
tion. 
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By James Montcomery FLacc 


BRUT TTT eon 


ach day we learn more facts about 
The German spy embroglio, 

\s Lansing draws the papers out 
From ‘that fat state portfolio. 

We hear of plots in carload lots 
In Sweden and Rumania 

In Mexico and Borneo 
And Maine and Pennsylvania. 


The Kaiser's agents filled the mail 
With codes and ciphers cuneiform 
They couldn't leave a plainer trail 


If they were all in uniform; 
In ‘Very Secret”? messages 

They wrote their plans, or cabled them, 
So that we made them out with ease 

So clearly had they labeled them 




















Herb Hoover warned the business men 
That Profiteers must drop it all, 
Or else bring on the moment when 


The people rise and stop it all. 

He dared to state that some folks ate 
Too much of candy verily! 

We'll risk a chance that débutantes 
Will go on munching merrily. 





Steel prices suffered quite a slash 
By state decree imperious. 

The Sox and Giants soon will clash 
In battle for ‘tthe Serious.”’ 

Our country needs three billions more 
To help to fight autocracy; 

So buy a bond-—or three, or four, 
To boost the World Democracy! 


In Gotham Mitchel just got by 

As Fusion’s choice, and presently 
\ recount may set things awry 

And mix the fight unpleasantly. 
We read so much of strikes and such 

They seem most reprehensible. 


But when you're wise how foodstuffs rise 


To seek more pay is sensible. 








The News in Rhyme 


Verses by Berton BRraey Drawings by Merrie Jounson 














Behind a terrible barrage 


The English made a gain again. 
Our ships now practice camouflage 
And U-boat sinkings wane again. 
We hear all sorts of Russian dope 
Sut don’t know what to take of it. 
The Kaiser’s answer to the Pope 
Means—anything you make of it! 


The papers still are all athrill 
\bout the “Great King Mystery;’ 
The Bingham case, too, holds a place 
\mid our current history; 
These widows both raised quite a stir 
Though dead and far from garrulous 
But take it from this chronicler, 
\ /ive one’s far more perilous 
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And many an absent member felt her burning ears that day. 
But louder, when they spoke of men, the Anvil Chorus grew, 
And all did sigh for days gone by, when married gents were true. 
**Where are them dear old knights of old?’ one lady loud did cry, 
And Mrs, Freeze, the iceman’s wife, did coldly then reply 
REFRAIN: 
“Them days of knights we'll see no more, 
They've vanished from the scene. 
We'll never know no Ivanhoe 
Or Richard Cur de Lean. 
The men all dream of gold to-day 
And not the batile’s roar 
Them days of knights has passed away, 
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“Made In Germany! 


Weeping, wailing, gasps and moans 
“Made in Germany! 
Sighing, crying, shrieks and yroans 
“Made in Germany!” 
Scraps of paper, dastard lies, 
Ruthless warfare, plots and spies, 
Infamies from seas and skies 
“Made in Germany!” 
Harold Seton. 


Knives and forks, and pots and pails 
“Made in Germany!” 

Chairs and tables, hammers, nails 
“Made in Germany!” 

Cups and saucers, collars, ties, 

Boots and shoes, and hooks and eyes, 

Pins and needles, special dyes 
“Made in Germany!” 


Pens and pencils, carpets, rugs 
“Made in Germany!” 

Clocks and watches, physics, drugs 
“Made in Germany!” 

Combs and brushes, toys and sweets, 


The hog supply in America has de 
creased alarmingly and it is imperative 
that ways and means be found of bring 
ing it back to a normal footing. This, 
of course, applies to hogs who ride in 
stock-cars; not to those patriotically in- 
terested in excess profits. 


Silks and satins, towels and sheets, 
lelescopes and potted meats 
“Made in Germany!” 






































































Rumors 


] UMORS are an ever-present refutation o 

the theory that you can’t make something 
out of nothing. A single German propagandist 
can manufacture out of thin air a rumor that 
an American warship has been sunk by a U-boat, 
and as a result of this rumor, several American 
mothers spend a number of agonized nights, 
coal goes up a dollar a ton, wheat is squeezed up 
several cents, the stock market stumbles se 
verely and wipes out the margin of a few dozen 
little speculators who need the money badly, and 
Congress begins to shy at its own shadow and 
hold up the passage of important bills while i 
displays its nervousness. Rumors are usually 
wrong. Either they exaggerate wildly, or under 
estimate with excessive vigor. 

The drawing-room rumor is the best example 
of this. When Emma Smith becomes engaged to 
Kdward Jones, friendly rumor has it that Ed 
ward is a descendant of the celebrated Old Man 
Jones who once loaned seven dollars to William 
the Conqueror, that he is a business phenomenon 
and receives a salary of $10,0co per year, that 
he is the sole heir of his Uncle Ezra, who is the 
president of the Consolidated Birdcage Com 
pany, and that he will be worth $7,000,000 when 
Uncle Ezra cashes in. 

Unfriendly rumor, on the other hand, has it 
that Edward’s father was caught stealing 
chickens, that Edward himself can’t hold a jo» 
longer than four weeks at a time, and that he is 
marrying Emma to get the $225 that she is 
known to have in the Main Street National 
Bank. The truth of the matter is that Edward’s 
father and grandfather were reliable book 
keepers, that Edward is comfortably started 
with a salary of $1,800, and that he hasn’t any 
Uncle Ezra. The safest course to pursue in 
regard to any rumor is to cut it in half and then 
multiply the result by two. 


An Economist 


Around her waist my strong right arm 
With neat dispatch was placed. 
In times like these I feel alarm 


To see a useless waste. 


It might help to conserve the meat supply 
if we could raise a generation or two of veg 
etarian dogs and cats. “Cat meat” and ‘dog 
meat’? seem terms inconsistent with conserva 


tion. 





RooKIE SIGNALLING: “Am about to move forward.” 
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A Sratnep-GuLass Winpow DesiGNep For FATHER’S DEN. 


It was a tank show almost from start 
to finish.—Flanders Front Reporl. 


Mathematical Doing His Bit 


“T understand that your chauffeur has en- HI 
listed as a driver in the ambulance corps.” W a 
“Yes, there was nothing further that he could 
do around here—so he enlisted.”’ 


E read in thé paper the other night that a 
German scientist had calculated that a 
person who coughs once every quarter of an hour 
for ten hours, expends energy equivalent to two 





What dignity the term “tank show” has 
taken on since the war began. A tank show in 
the old days was merely a melodrama in which 


w 
you will 


hundred and fifty units of heat, which in turn — everybody, or at least the principals, got spec- ‘What do you mean—nothing to do?”’ tion. A 
is equivalent to the nourishment contained in tacularly wet. ‘Well with the accidents he’d had, he’d about But \ 
three eggs. The more we read filled all the hospitals around at the | 
of German science the more we ° en 7 > Br on +4 — here, so I suppose he wanted g night bu 
marvel at it. A few weeks ago *. oO * eS ee fresh fields to work in.” Havin 
when eggs were sixty cents a Crandall 
dozen, our three children had Which m 
whooping cough at the same Pertinent light is | 
time. Our conservative estimate and her | 
would figure that collectively Doctor: It is nature, not I, lights ai 
they coughed at the rate of one that heals. mouth i 
cough per minute for about Patient: Then why do you i face, ( 
twenty hours every day; in charge for it? . Crandall 


other words, at the rate of 


. : dying fo 
ninety eggs a day. This figures 


do me ge 





out about four dollars and thirty Scientific achievement is all Crand 
cents, thirty cents more than we right, and we have no disposition petroleui 
earn a day, and now we’re try- to discourage it, but there is such He used 


ing to find out where the chil- 
dren got the extra eggs. 


And now comes a prying ar- 
chaeological person who says 
that Noah, not Adam, ate the 
forbidden fruit. The descend- 


id 





a thing as too much progress 
as, for instance, when you can 
be forced to hear a cornet solo 
ninety miles away by wireless 
telephone. 


Having ascertained the prolits 





lasted ha 
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I Gor so Nervous WicGuinc My Toss tHat | Workep A HOLE In My Sox. 


Just 


HEN my wife wants to dine out, we dine 
out. When she wants to dine at home, 
we dine at home. If you are married 

you will probably understand the whole situa- 
tion. A word to the wise, you know. 

But when we dine out we no longer dine 
at the Crandalls’. We dined there the other 
night but it was the last time. Pos-i-tive-ly! 

Having passed her thirtieth year Mrs. 
Crandall insists on dining by dim candle-light, 
which makes her look quite girlish. Her favorite 
light is pinkish, which matches her evening gown 
and her complexion. I am accustomed to bright 
lights and several times I couldn’t find my 
mouth in the dark and stuck a fork into my 
lace, Crandall does not smoke and Mrs. 
Crandall detests the odor of tobacco. I was 
dying for a smoke but my wife said it would 
do me good to go without it for an evening. 

Crandall told us how gasolene is made from 
petroleum. At least, I think it was petroleum. 
He used to be in the oil business. The story 
lasted half an hour and he drew invisible diagrams 


Between 


By BERNEY LEE 


on the table cloth with his fork to show how 
the machinery worked. I got so nervous 
wiggling my toes that I worked a hole in my 
sox. My wife told me to stop biting my nails. 
Crandall’s story reminded Mrs. Crandall of 
the pastor of a church in Cleveland who knew 
Mr. Rockefeller and whose wife wore the worst 
clothes she had ever seen. Crandall then asked 
me if I had ever heard how Rockefeller started 
in business and I said I had. To be candid, 
I hadn’t, but, honestly, I didn’t want to know. 
I wanted to go home and smoke. But, unfor 
tunately, my wife said she hadn’t heard it and 
Crandall told her. Rockefeller never worked 
as hard as I did to keep awake. 

Then Crandall told me of a wonderful story 
he had read many years ago. He had forgotten 
the title and the author’s name and most of the 
plot. He paused nearly a minute after each 
sentence, trying to remember. After some 
twenty minutes of it he gave it up but said if 
he ever ran across the book he would send it to 
me. Then, in a burst of inspiration, I said I 
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My Wire Toip Me To Srop Birinc My Nali.s. 


Us 


had a headache and my wife insisted on taking 
me straight home. If I only had thought of a 
headache earlier! 

As my wife passed out to get her wraps Mrs. 
Crandall whispered to me, 

“Your wife doesn’t look a day over thirty in 
that gown.” 

On our way home my wife asked me what Mrs. 
Crandall had whispered to me. 

“She said you didn’t look a day over thirty 
eight,” I replied. 

My wife is exactly forty and she knows that 
Mrs. Crandall knows it, But a strange, set 
look came into her face. I was about to confess 
that I had only been jesting when she turned to 
me and, 

“Do you know,” 
bly bored this evening. 
again.” 

Well, some day I may confess to her, but not 
just yet. It will precipitate a row but I'd 
rather have a row in the distant future than go 
through another such dinner. 


terri- 
there 


said she, “I was 
Let’s not go 





_Itis still he who laughs last who laughs best. 
Some of the gentlemen who have felt the Wil- 
Sonian knife in their choicest war-meléns used 
to taunt the President about his “being too 
wroud to fight.” 


Paris fixes price of anthracite at $25 a ton. 
New York American headline. 


The Pennsylvania Coal Trust is interested— 


you might say for the first time—in Paris fashions. 


One of the best features of this war-portion 
era in the big New York restaurants is the hope 
it extends that war-portion tips may likewise be 


deemed sufficient. 








SentRY: Advance, friend, and give the countersign. 


“7 think that’s horrid of you, Ethel Jones; you know very well I never could 


remember names.” 








The Sergeant 


Who is that man of haughty mien, 
With ample chest and peanut bean 
And movement like a Ford machine? 


ae Why, Sonny, that’s the Sergeant! 


Rp “A> 





Who’s busy as a bumblebee, 

To get you up at reveille, 

And shouts your name in strident key? 
Why, bless you! that’s the Sergeant! 


Who yells, “ Right Dress’”’ and “ Right 
by Fours,” 

And gets as mad as all outdoors— 

And sends you out to do the chores? 

You're right, that is the Sergeant! 


Who carries all the world’s disgrace 
Writ in furrows on his face, 

And looks for trouble every place? 
Why! That must be the Sergeant! 





Says, “As you were, you rough-neck crew;” 
“ Foursright about!” “ [’llput youthrough’’? 
Why sure, that’s like the Sergeant! 





Why does the poor boy act this way? 
Will he be General some day? 
No, sonny, quite the other way, 
For Hell is full of Sergeants. 
Taps 




















The Growth of Carping 


HE propensity of Americans for carping is increasing by 

leaps and bounds. Fifty years ago one rarely encountered 
a person of immature years who was able to carp with any success, 
Carping was discouraged in the young by an application of horse- 
whip, freely administered in the woodshed. The gracual dis- 
appearance of woodsheds and the displacement of the horse- 
whip by the tire-gauge has removed the two chief obstacles in 
the road of carping. Members of the rising generation with 
scarcely enough experience to use a safety razor with assurance 
are permitted to carp with the utmost fluency. The family dinner 
table is a clearing-house for carps, cavils and sneers at every- 
thing from the private life of financiers to the method of hair- 
dressing adopted by the girl next door. Professional carpers, 
like I. W. W.’s and Socialists, are carping so vociferously that 
our ear-drums ache. : America has become too efficient in a 
questionable achievement. 


Kditorial Repartee 


An editor received this letter from a fresh youth: 

“Kindly tell me why a girl always closes her eyes when a: fel- 
low kisses her.”’ 

To which the editor replied: 

“If you will send us your photograph we may be able to give 
you the reason.” 


Kan [COW 


“Come out o’ that, I tell yez.”’ 
*T will not. [ll taych ye who’s boss in this house.” 


Inside Information 


T was during a more or less secret conference in Washington 

early last spring, just before war was declared. Many promi- 
nent men were present, both from the North and from the South. 
The newspapers naturally were anxious to get opinions first hand 
from the members of the different committees, but found it a 
hard job. 

One reporter finally fairly cornered a courteous Southerner 
—an elderly man of the ‘‘old school.” 

“Mr. Blank,” said the reporter persuasively, ‘‘I would like 
to have your opinion of the war.” 

“Well, sah,” said Mr. Blank very courteously, ‘I havent 
thought of it much lately, but I’ve always been of the opinion, 
sah, that Lee should not have surrendered. Good evening, sah. 

And he left behind him a thoroughly dazed reporter. 


Hardships of War 


PARENTS: Johnny, you can’t have a second helping. _ 
Jounny: What’s the matter? Don’t you feed neutrals? 


Berlin gas-users have been put on half rations. ‘This, of 
course, applies neither to the Kaiser nor to his gifted son. 














In Every Home 


a ration of Grape-Nuts 
food, daily, adds to health 


and happiness. 


Grape-Nuts 


digests easily for weak 
stomachs. Still it is a ‘“‘man- 
size’ food, full of sturdy 
nourishment for brain and 
brawn. 


Ready to Serve, Crisp 
Delicious, Economical 
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For the first time! —the complete published 
works of Morgan Robertson, in 8 volumes! 














At the request of a number of admirers of 
Morgan Robertson, including a group o 
rominent writers like Booth Tarkington, 
rvin Cobb and Robert W. Chambers, we are 
bringing out this fall a uniform set of the com- 
plete published works of Morgan Robertson. 
r manufacturing department pointed 
out to us that while we were engaged in the 
making of this limited edition we could very 
economically produce a few thousand extra 
sets at no increa expense other than the 
actual cost of the paper and binding of the 
extra sets. We readily O. kayed this sugges- 
tion, because we saw an opportunity in these 
days of high-cost-of-living to produce a 
handsome 8 volume set of Morgan Robert- 
son’s great stories which we could present 
to subscribers for the Metropolitan and 
McClure’s. 
It is mow your opportunity, today, to 
secure one of these sets of Morgan Robert- 
son’s complete published stories in 8 vol- 


umes. Mind you, this set will not be sold in 
the bookstores or by agents. This is your 
first and last chance. All you have to do to 
start a set of these books to your home and 
our subscription for the Metropolitan and 
cClure’s for 15 months is to mail to us 
today the coupon below. Then you pay, in 
convenient monthly payments, only a little 
more than what the magazines would actu- 
ally cost you if you bought them at a news- 
stand. In fact, the extra amount you 
pay just about covers the handling and 
shipping cost of the 8 volumes of organ 
Rebertens to your home. A generous royalty 
is paid Morgan Robertson's widow on every 
set distributed; the only income she enjoys. 
fter you have read the endorsements of 
Morgan Robertson’s stories as told you by 
the great writers of America on this page 
you will want to have a complete set of his 
stories. Now is your chance. Your last 
chance. Don’t fail to mail the coupon today. 








Neither ever saw a human being before! 


A boy of three is cast on a desert island—all that’s left of a ship's company. On the opposite side of the island a 
baby girlis cast up. Both grow up—neither knows of the other. How they survive—how they meet—what they 
think—throws a light on how our prehistoric ancestors may have lived—a vivid picture of instinct and need for 
love. This story, “Primordial,’’ and the sequel, ‘‘The Three Laws and the Golden Rule,” are two of Morgan 
Robertson's most talked about stories—startling pieces of fiction ina field which none but a genius would date 
enter, In the sequel to ‘“Primordial’’ Moigan Robertson tells of the awakening of these two young people to 
the immutable laws of nature. It is an idyl of young love. 








What America’s Great Writers 
Say of Morgan Robertson’s Stories 

“A master of his art. No lover of real stories can 

afford to miss reading Morgan Robertson's works.” 
RICHARD HARDING DAVIS 
“I hold a very high opinion of Morgan Robertson's 
work. Please enter my subscription for your new 
ition.”” ROBERT w. CHAMBERS 
No American writer has written better short stories 
than Morgan Robertson. No American writer ever wrote 
as good sea stories as he has written.” IRVIN COBB 
“His stories are bully—his sea is foamy and his men 

i r BOO 


have hair on their chests TH TARKINGTON 






How You Can Get the & Volumes of Morgan Robertson 


The 8 Morgan Robertson books pictured and described 
for you on this page and 30 copies of the Metropolitan 
and McClure’s, America’s two leading magazines, will 
start to your home the day we receive from you the 
coupon, which only requires this minute your signature, a post- 
age stamp and a dollar bill, This set of Morgan Robertson 
books will not be sold in the bookstores or by agents. 
This is your first and probably your last chance to get 
them. All you pay is $1.00 now and a dollar a month tor 
only six months, which is a little more th you would pay 
for the 30 magazines you will receive if you bought them at a 
newsstand. In fact, tne small excess just about covers 
handling and shipping charges on the 8 beautiful volumes 
in handsome binding which you wiil receive. The 8. books 
contain over 70 stories, 2,000 pages and over 600,000 
words. They are printed on fine paper and easy-to-read 
type from new plates, bound in handsome red cloth bind- 
ing, uniform editions with titles stamped in gold. Each 
set of 8 volumes is carefully packed in a cardboard car- 
ton, sent carriage charges prepaid and guaranteed to 
arrive in good condition. In addition to containing a re- 


METROPOLITAN MAGAZINE 
432 Fourth Avenue New York 

















7 A Prize for Your Promptness 
FREE COPY OF 
‘“‘“MORGAN ROBERTSON,THE MAN’? 


If your coupon is received in our office within the next 
30 days, we will include in your 8 volume set of Morgan 






























Robertson's Works an extra volume in uniform binding, 
“‘Morgan Robertson, the Man."’ Our supply of these 
books, originally published for private circulation, is 
limited. It contains Morgan Robertson's own 
story of his life and a number of contributions 


written by his friends who made up the old nt 
literary Bohemia of New York. lu 

, ‘OD . Metropolitan 
markable collection of live interesting 482 Fourth Ave. 
stories, these books will be an eye pleas New York 


ing addition to the best library in the 
country. For lovers of beautiful books 
we have made a special edition de luxe 
in fall red leather binding. The set 
in this special binding may be re- 
eelved by the extra payment of 
only $1.00 a month for four 
months. Indicate your 
cholee of binding when 
you mail the coupon. 
If you wish to make 
one payment, de- 
duet 5% tor cash. 
(Personal 
checks ae- 
cepted.) 


Pleare send me the set 
of Morgan Roberiron’s 
complete published works in 
8 volumes, bound in red elota, 
and enter my name for a 1 
months’ subscription for the Metro- 
politan and a 15 months’ subscription 
for MeClure’s. Enclosed is $1.00. I agree 
to pay $1.00 a month for 6 months here 
after, total payment of $7.00, which I wnder- 

stand pays ‘n full for my set of 8 volumes and 
my 15 months’ subseription to the Metropolitan 
and McClure’s. 


ND i665. ceo ad edb csnidbiaeenha +6 
If you wish to pay it all at once, a special cash discount of 597, is 
allowed. Magazines may be sent to different addresses. If you are at 
present a subscriber to either magazine your subscription will be extended. 
Postage extra outside of the United states. 





Evicted! 
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**Come out, Matilda, we'll have to move 
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—or be dispossessed! 
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See this notice!” 
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If Willie’s fondest dream were realized 


So Would We 


When a banker lends me money I[ have to 
pay him five, six or ten per cent interest, per- 
haps more. When I lend the banker money, 
by depositing it in his bank so that he may in- 
vest in various financial enterprises of secured 
return, he pays me anywhere from nothing to 
two per cent. When I lend the banker money, 
I lend him my own money; when the banker 
lends me money, he lends me some other man’s 
money, and not his own. I would like to be a 
banker! 


In the Family 


ETHEL: Why did you take off your hat to 
that girl? You don’t know her, do you? 
FRANK: No—er—but my brother does, and 


this is his hat. 


3roken China 


When Major Lo attempted to desert to the 
Government troops, a rebel gunner shot him, 
at the request of General Ho, whose leg had 
been shot away.—News Item. 


“Desert?” roared General Ho, 
“You, Lo? Well no!” 
“Step forward, now, Sum Wo, 
And shoot him; that’s the bo! 
Ho, ho! 
Lay Lo!” 


“T’m shot!” cried Major Lo; 
“What ho! Shot low!” 
Then ’round the questions go 
“Ts it so? What, Ho? Shot Lo? 
Oh, Ho! 
Hello!”’ 


Entirely Among Friends 


(Continued from page Q) 


“Your rug?” I asked, feebly. 

He nodded. : 
| “T sold it to a chap named Zoorig for twenty- 
five dollars. He’s about the most honest rug 
dealer I ever met. He said he didn’t want the 
tug but he had a cousin named Jelarian who 
had asked him for a rug just like mine. 

Ah, well! The Orient has no longer any 
glamor for me. There is only one spot there 
that interests me in the slightest degree. That 
1s Caesaria! 


” 























MMAUFACTURED BY NATIONAL CARBON CO. 





































Engine running like a clock! 
Driver content, for he knows it will 
keep right on running smoothly, at 
full power. There’s an extra set of 
Columbia Batteries on _ board, 
that’s why! 


Columbias are packed with 
power. They’re dependable. 
They’re uniform. Buy them at 
home or at any stopping point on 
the road—they’re the same fresh, 
high-powered cell wherever you 
get them. 


NATIONAL CARBON CO., 
Cleveland, Ohio 
In Canada, 
Columbia Ba lerte are made and 
Canadian National Carbon ( 
oronto, Canada 


Inc. 


old by 


Limited, 


Fahnestock spring-clip binding posts, 
no extra charge 
























































Wie Kaa waa enter 
Scare You Out of Your 


Good Time! 





5A cloudy morning may not mean 

# a rainy day — but it can keep you ; 
© at home and cheat you of pleasure! 4 
«|Get a q 


" 


i Pf Cc OSs wll 
House Barometer 


and you'll be able to laugh at cloudy skies. A 

Beos House Barometer will tell you if those © 
clouds are a “false alarm” and save you dozens of 

days of pleasure every season and every year. ¢ 
Accurate, reliable and costs only $10, in hand 
some 5-inch lacquered brass case with plainly 
marked dial of porcelain. Obtain«ble at better 
class instrument dealers and also from opticians 
every where. by chance you should not get it 
send us $10 and we w ill ship you one at once. Our i 


$ 


yi 


“Barometer Book YB,” a fascinating text-book 
of weather lore is yours at your request 
Jaylor /nstrument Companies, Rochester, N.Y. 


World’s Largest Makers of 
Scientific Instruments. 
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o Business by Mail 
It’s profitable, with lists of pros- 
pects. Our catalogue contains vital informa- 
tion on Mail ee Also prices and 
quantity on 6,000 nati mailing Nists, 99% 
nteed. Such as: 
War Material Mfrs, Wealthy Men 
“ Cheese Box Mfrs. Axle Grease Mfrs. 
Shoe Retailers Auto Owners 
Contractors Tin Can Mfrs. 
ey 9 Farmers, Etc. 
Write for this valuable reference book; also 
prices and samples of fac-simile letters. 
Have us write or revise your Sales Letters, 


Ross-Gould, 1023-V Olive St. 


Ross-Gould 
Mailing 
haestS St.Louis 











Guede 
Some Secrets That I Know 


(Continued from page 6) 


My own idea was that if she had bought them 
there would have been some printed statement 
to that effect. But the war does horrible stunts, 
and valuable information is withheld. From 
what I ascertained, I can almost assert that 
Miss Bates did buy the bonds. Anyway, I 
feel convinced that she will not deny the asser- 
tion. Such a denial-would get me into hot water 
and do her no possible good. She could not con- 
ceivably rush into print with the indignant 
remark that she did not buy Liberty Bonds. I 
am always very careful, particularly in the case 
of actresses who, like Miss Bates, are married. 
Husbands often prove most irritating in these 
matters. 

I am examining some other reports that worry 
me considerably. They are rumors to the effect 
that Miss Elsie Janis actually sleeps on a feather 
bed (which I do NOT believe; it is absurd!); 
that Miss Ina Claire lost several teeth when she 
was rehearsing under the direction of David 
Belasco, and that Miss Nance O’Neil chews 
tobacco. 

Oh, for the day when the regular press agents 
will set to work again, and “Green Room 
Gossip” will flourish once more, like the cedars 
of Lebanon, or whatever it was that used to 
effloresce so positively. 


A Summer Memory 


Though it’s ages since Summer has fled, 
And it’s months since we sat in the dell, 
I recall every word that you said; 

I remember, remember you well. 


Though Winter is here and the snow 

Has spread her white cloak o’er the ground, 
I remember each ride and each row, 

And our matches at golf, round by round. 


Every trip that we took I recall— 
The candies, the lunches and books, 
The orchids you wore at the ball, 
The gloves and the perfume de luxe. 


Though it was but a ‘Summer affair,” 
And I don’t quite remember your name, 
I distinctly recall you, I swear, 

(I have reasons for doing that same.) 


For though you are gone, you may bet 
That your mem’ry for me cannot fade 
Until each confounded old debt 
I contracted last Summer is paid. 

Percy Waxmaa. 


Treason! 


GLEaAsoN: Did the people applaud Basscombe 
when he sang the ‘“‘Star Spangled Banner?” 

Watson: Applaud him? They nearly 
mobbed him; they accused him oi desecrating 
the flag. 


Furned Down 


BAKER: I thought Hazard was determined to 
join the army? 

BARKER: He was; he was too determined; 
he was so determined that the recruiting officer 
ejected him for being flatfooted. 





GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER 
**Its Purity Has Made It Famous.” 
50c. the case of six glass stoppered bottles. 
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WHERE SHALL I 
GO TO-NIGHT 


Plays Now in 
New York 


—— 
“‘None can afford to miss it-—all can afford to go.” 


“CHEER UP!” 
at the HIPPODROME 


**Greatest Success Ever Known.”’ 
Management Charles Dillingham 
Staged by R. H. Burnside 
Seats 6 weeks ahead Matinee every day 
REPUBLIC w est 42d Street. Evenines at 8.25 
Aatinees Wed. & Sat. 2.25. 
Messrs. Shubert present 
JOHN BARRYMORE 
CONSTANCE COLLIER 
LIONEL BARRYMORE 


ean PETER IBBETSON 
ELTI NG W. 42d St. Evenings at 8.30. 


Mats. Wed. & Sat. at 2.30. 
A. N. Woods presents 


BUSINESS BEFORE PLEASURE 


With BARNEY BERNARD and ALEXANDER CARR 


GAIET B'way & 46th St. Evenings 8.15. 


Mats. Wed. & Sat. 2.15. 
Direction Klaw & Erlanger and Geo. C. Tyler 


THE COUNTRY COUSIN 


By Booth Tarkington and Julian Street 
with ALEXANDRA CARLISLE 


MOROSCO 45th St. West of B'way Evenings 
at 8.20. Mats. Wed. & Sat. 2.20 
Oliver Morosco presents the new comedy by 
Frederic & Fanny Hatton 


LOMBARDI, LTD. 


with a typical Morosco cast 
NEW AMSTERD West 42d St. Eves. 8.15 
Mats. Wed. & Sat. 2.15 
Klaw & Erlanger present the new musical comedy 


THE RIVIERA GIRL 


Music by Emmerich Kalman. Book and Lyrics by 
Guy Bolton and P. G. Wodehouse 
After the Play Visit Atop New Amsterdam 
NEW ZIEGFELD PR “ 
MIDNIGHT FROLIC of the World 
30 Most Beautiful Girls in the World 
IN NEW YORK 
WINTER GARDEN...Passing Show of 1917 


























SHUBERT Maytime 
LARC... .....Guy Bates Post in The Masqueraders 
ASTOR The Very Idea 


MAXINE ELLIOTT’. Marjorie Rambeau in Eyes of Youth 
39TH STREET Mary’s Ankle 
BooTu De Luxe Annie 
Bryou_ Saturday to Monday 
A BEVERAGE 
THAT WILL SUIT YOU 
IN EVERY PARTICULAR 
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Evans 


NON-INTOXICATING 
















No GOVERNMENT LICENSE REQUIRED 
TELL Your DeaLer You Want IT 
C. H. EVANS & SONS ESTAB. 1786 HUDSON, N.Y. 


WANTED: AN IDEA 


Who can think of some simple thing to 
patent? Protect your ideas, they may 
bring you wealth. Write for “‘Needed 
Inventions” and list of Patent Buyers. 
Randolph & Co., Patent Attorneys, Dept.165, Washington, D.C. 


> FOR _p MEN AG ARS 














“MADE AT KEY WEST*# 
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Red Crosses—and Others 


Me NE more trial,” breathed Miss Pritt, 
QO the Red Cross nurse, as she stood 
beside a cot in the field-hospital tent, 

“and then—” 

Needless to say she was pretty. All nurses— 
in stories—are pretty; and army nurses are 
ravishingly, irresistibly beautiful. 

Upon the cot lay a bronzed and stalwart 
soldier. In order to play the hero’s part he 
simply had to be bronzed and stalwart. All 
soldier-heroes are. 

The nurse’s presence aroused him. He 
opened his eyes and stared up at her as if unable 
to believe that she really was there. 

“At last,” he whispered weakly. 

“Did you think I never was coming?”’ asked 
Miss Pritt, gently brushing a lock of hair out 
of his eyes. 

“Tt seems like a year since you went away.” 

She stroked his feverish forehead and smiled. 
“You knew that I would come back—to you!” 

“Oh, yes—” his tone was weary, fretful—‘‘I 
hoped you would.” 

“And you are glad that I am here?” She 
turned her head so- that he might not see her 
eyes. 

“Glad? I can’t half tell you how much I 
wanted you.” 

“Try,” she invited, her head still averted. 

“Stoop down here.” 

She obeyed. 

“Closer. Put your arm under my head.’’ 

“Some one may see,”’ she warned. 

“They will think you are fixing my pillows.” 

“Quick!” she urged. “I can’t stay this way.” 

“Put your other arm around me—so. Ah, 
Miss Pritt, if you had been a minute longer I 
should have died!” 

“Call me Nell, dear.” She pressed her glowing 
cheek down until she could feel the delicious 
prickle of his beard. ‘‘Go on.” 

“Lift mea little. Now!’ he muttered fiercely. 
“For the love of Mike, scratch my back—there, 
between the shoulder blades.” 

Two or three skin-abrading digs she gave him; 
then, red and furious, left the ward. 

“T’ve been deceived,” moaned the disap- 
pointed girl, as she tossed restlessly upon her cot 
in the nurses’ quarters. ‘‘This job isn’t what it 
was cracked up to be. Here, for six months I’ve 
nursed these big boobs, fed ’em, watered ’em, 
smiled at ’em, petted ’em, and not one, not a 
darn one of ’em has fallen in love with me.’”’— 
Terrel Love Holliday. 


’ 


An Accommodating Judge 


JupGe: One year and fifty dollars fine. 

PRISONER’S LAWYER: I shall make a motion 
to have that sentence reversed. 

Jupce: All right. Fifty years, and one dollar 
fine. 


Secretary Lansing naturally _ believes 
that persons who are inclined to rush in and 
tell the Government what it ought to do 
should appreciate the situation, any situa- 
tion, in its international and diplomatic 
aspect.—Washinglon Despatch. 


It is odd no President has ever thought of 
making “Pro Bono Publico” or ‘Vox Populi’ 
his Secretary of State. ‘Then all problems, how- 
ever difficult, would be met and solved in a truly 
masterly manner. 


’ 


“The very air of New York City breathes 
overwork,”’ says an eminent specialist in a talk 
on nerves. Said Doctor should watch New 
York when somebody starts to hoist a safe or 
climb a steeple. 
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Keep the Reading Pot Boiling 
for the Boys at the Front 
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EADING MATTER is constantly required by the men of the 
Expeditionary Forces in France and those now in Training or 
Concentration camps in this country. The American Library 
Association has undertaken the great task of supplying” 


<i! 


this urgent need, and Puck, together with the other 
periodicals of the International Magazine Company, is 
co-operating with the Association by supplying all 
copies necessary for the reading rooms established 
> by this organization. The following letter conveys 
“= the Association’s acknowledgment of this gift: 


War SERVICE COMMITTEE 
AMERICAN LIBRARY ASSOCIATION 
Under the Department 
Commission on Training Camp Activities 
Appointed by the President of the United States 


INTERNATIONAL MAGAZINE COMPANY, 

Gentlemen:—Please accept our thanks for your offer to donate your magazines 
for the use of the Library Buildings in the Soldiers’ camps. Mailing directions will 
be sent you later, as soon as the organization work is under headway. 

Yours very truly, 
CuarLes H. Brown, 
for Committee on Camp Libraries 


Readers desiring to assist the Library Association in this work may address 
the Committee at 26 Brevoort Place, Brooklyn, N. Y. 


In Ordering PUCK for Soldiers 


Many readers have expressed a desire to send Puck directly to friends in 
trench or concentration camp. Upon receipt of $1.00, Puck will be mailed 
for six months to any address (changed as often as desired). Give full name 
and regiment, with company and camp location if possible. Every endeavor 
is made to expedite the regular receipt of reading matter addressed to men 
now under arms, 
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HE bands play and the flags fly and the boys march away 
' into the distance. 

And then the tumult and the shouting die, and you are left to 

wonder where are they going—those high hearts and brave spirits? 

Into the dark—for the curtain of military secrecy drops before you 

and you may not look behind. 


Yet you can guess—you can watch—you can see the real thing—— 
as it will be told for all time. , 


The Great History 2. Great War 


By FRANK SIMONDS 


Since the day in July, 1914, when one flaming editorial 
of Frank Simonds startled New York, his fame has 
stretched around the world. 


His years of study, of military strategy in the Spanish- 
American War, his making of maps, have alt borne 
fruit. He who spoke to America, has been heard by 
Europe. He is read by European General Staffs, he is 
welcomed by President Poincaire and by Lloyd George. 
He is the one great historian whom this war has 
developed. 


And because Frank Simonds has become so great, the 
whole world is eager to help him with the writing of 
this story. Therefore those who know best some indi- 
vidual part of the great conflict—those who have played 
a part in it—have written of what they know best. 
There are hundreds of those contributors. One third of 
the whole history is written by them—the other two- 
thirds being written by Frank Simonds. They are the 
flashes of light illuminating the tapestry he weaves. 


First Volume Just Off the Press 


A Low Price Until the Books Are Finished Puck 











The price of paper will go up again very soon. So to those who 
help us put in our _paper order at once—by ordering a set 
now—before completion—we make a specially low price. 


Send the coupon today for a set at the low before- aabiae 
publication price. You will get the first volume on 80 Irvi: 
approval and you will get each other volume as soon oe 
as it comes out. wince 
New York 
In the history of this nation there has 
never been a time like tnis. Not Gentlemen: 


ready to sacrifice their lives 


A few of them are: 

RUDYARD KIPLING 
WINSTON SPENCER CHURCHILL 
LORD NORTHCLIFFE. EX-PRESIDENT TAFT 

Never before have men seen a world-change so violent, 

so tremendous, so rapid that they were able to live their 

lives in two world ages. 

It is given to you and to our generation to see what no 

other men have ever seen—to see the world before and 

after one of its great changes—the greatest change that 

has ever come to it since its beginning. 

You would like to have lived when Napoleon was star- 

tling the world, or when Cesar was marching in glory. 

You are living in a more thrilling time than any of these. 

You are seeing the greatest cataclysm of history. 

This is no mere war of showy battles and little skir- 

mishes. This is the clashing and the rending of forces 

so kig that Napoleon’s wars look like some little 

picnic by their side. 





10-65-17 


REVIEW 
OF 


in the Civil War or during the 
Revolution have the American people 
been in such heroic mood. 

Here before you is the astound- 
ing spectacle of 105,000,000 people 


Please send me, 
all charges pre- 
paid, the first vol- 

ume of the “History 
of the World War,” 
by Frank H. Simonds 
and other famous con- 
tributors. _ If not satis- 
factory I will return it in 
five days, but otherwise I 
will remit $1.00 a month 


and their money for a cause. 
They believe that this war is 
the great fight for real de- 
mocracy; that out of the fiery 
furnace of this war a greater 


for sixteen months, In re- 
turn I am to receive the other 
volumes (making a tota! of 5 
volumes) of this history as soon 
as they are released from the 


world will rise. 


You must know the truth 
about, this stupendous 
thing. You must see into 
its heart. 














press The set will contain the 
You who live in this "ey ng history of this World 
generation must own War from beginning to end. 


this work — you who 
have an opportunity Name 
to save money on it 
must not miss 
this chance. 
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Shall I? 


I AM fond of a girl, deeply, truly 
But I know from the loves of the past, 
That my passion, however unruly, 
Somehow or other won’t last. 


I don’t want to love her forever, 

But I’m scared to inform her of this, 
But I fear if I do, she will never 

Endure my caresses or kiss. 


So what shall I say? Don’t be chary. 
Advise me, I beg it of you. 
Shall I tell her my love’s temporary, 
Or lie as all other men do? 
—Percy Waxman. 


A prim lady was applying for a Liberty Bond, 
when the cashier said, “‘What denomination, 
please?” 

She hesitated a moment, then answered, 
“Oh, I’m a Baptist.” 


More Practicable 


INVENTOR: Do you want to buy my newly 
patented lullet proof vest? 

FINANCIER: No; but I’d be interested in a 
soup proof vest. 





Tue Scor—A—weel, if it isn’t the waiter 
that short-changed me in Glasgow! 


Essential 


The novice was not enjoying his first trip 
through the air and his more experienced com- 
panion regarded him in some amusement. 

“T say, Bill, what’s on your mind?” he de- 
manded. 

“T was just thinking about Abraham Lin- 
coln,” replied Bill thoughtfully. 

“Abraham Lincoln?” 

“Ves. I was thinking how truthfully he 
spoke when he said a man’s legs ought to be 
just long enough to reach the ground.” 
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Chalmers’ average speed for actual 
running time: 81.09 miles per hour. 





Unretouched ‘' Close Up’? of the Speeding Chalmers, hitting 90 miles an hour 


EVERY MILE FOR 1898 MILES CHALMERS SUR- 
PASSED EVERY RECORD EVER 
MADE IN 24 HOURS 


(ALL 15 RECORDS ARE OFFICIALLY APPROVED BY THE AMERICAN AUTOMOBILE ASSOCIATION) 


Chalmers hung up fifteen new speed records in a the end of the first hour, and held it or bettered it from 
twice-around-the-clock race against time at Sheeps- one hour to another until the 24 were up 


head Bay Speedway. These are the records. Yet as remarkable as this endurance was, as won- 





NEW MILE RECORDS derful as the consistency of it, neither quite compares 
1 mile 44.37 15 miles 10:58.55 with the surprising fact that the Chalmers engine was 
2 miles 1:27.44 2® miles 14:30.30 not a big engine—but relatively a small one. 
3 miles 2:11.80 25 miles 18:15.67 The fifteen new records just awarded conclusively 
4 miles 2:54.61 50 miles 36:12.93 prove the economy and power of the small Chalmers 
5 miles 3:39.83 75 miles 54:32.45 engine. 
10 miles 7:16.80 100 miles 1:12:10.17 So the Chalmers victory is an achievement for the 
NEW TIME RECORDS smaller engine, the gas saving type, thai has a wallop 
1 hour 83 miles 12 hours 957 miles whenever you want to use it. 

24 hours 1898 miles You can find the wallop in any Chalmers engine, 


though you do not have to pay excess in heavy gas- 


Note the table below to see how consistent was oline cost to get it. 


the great pertormance of the wonderful stock Chalmers 


Speedster Chassis when Joe Dawson drove it to a new __ These new Autumn and Winter Chalmers are beau- 
record of 1898 miles for 24 hours ties. There are eleven of them, and they radiate action, 


: ‘ , xood taste and rare comfort. 
See how fast the going was in the first hour—83 e 


miles an hour. Then see how fast the previous holder Chalmers’ Chalmers’ | Chalmers’ Chalmers’ 
of this record traveled—77 miles an hour. Which in Record Hour by Previous Record Hour by Previous 
B Hours Miles Hour Record Hours Miles Hour Record 


itself is a most amazing showing. 


: 1 83 3 77 | 13 1041 82 1004 

Run on down the column and observe with what 2 165 82 154 | 14 1118 77 678 
telling consistency the Chalmers smashed the old : = 4 bd 4 “4 = 
& . y . s 8 4 326 82 308 | 16 1276 79.5 1233 
records lap after lap and mile after mile. 5 406 80 389 | 17 1353 77 1310 
Surely there was endurance built into every gear, ; se 4 = 4 = > = 
every connecting rod, every bearing, every spoke, 8 647 82 610 | 20 1582 76 1532 
every bolt—all quality. 9 7% 79 698 | 21 1662 80 1597 
, 10 803 77 770 | 22 1740 78 1660 

And it was only endurance such as no car ever ex- Ti 881 78 ase | 23 1819 79.5 1749 
hibited before that gave Chalmers its wonderful lead at 12 959 78 $23 | 24 1898 82 1819 


CHALMERS MOTOR COMPAR Y, PETER @ ET, MICH. 
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The Strong Right Arm 
of Republic Service 


ORE than 900 Republic Service 
Stations covering every state in 

the union insure Republic Truck users 
constant service, and satisfying service. 




















With Republic construction and the Republic- 
Torbensen Internal Gear Drive, backed by 
Republic Service, you insvre yourself the 
utmost in truck values. 











Seven Models at the Republic’s Low Prices—Republic 
Special, 3-ton, 128-inch wheelbase, with the usual 
Republic excess capacity, chassis and seat, $895; 
Republic Dispatch, with express body, windshield, 
canopy top, side curtains, $895; with solid panel body, 
$920; 1-ton, with bow top and stake or express body, 
$1195; 1'%-ton chassis, $1450; 2-ton chassis, $1885; 
3%4-ton, Dreadnaught chassis, $2750; 5-ton ‘horough- 
bred chassis, $4250. All prices f.0.b. factory. 



































nt nT <saeaetestieadid Write for catalog of any model. All types of bodies, 
Lyk VR AO TT including hoist, gravity and elevating dump. Ad- 
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es Republic Motor Truck Co., Inc. 


: eV Alma, Michigan 


Dealers and Service 
Stations in over 900 
Princival Cities 
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INTERNAL GEAR DRIVE 
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